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Nt can me now complaine,
(Although me loft hir tong)
For fmce that time, ne yet before.
No byrde fo fwetely foong.

That gift we Gods hir gaue,
To countervaile hir woe,
I fat on bench in heauen my felie
When it was graunted fo.

And though hir foe be fledde.
But whither knows not me,
And like hir felfe tranfformed eke
A felly byrde to bee :

On him this lharpe reuenge
The Gods and I did take,
He neither can beholde his brats,
Nor is belovde of make.

As foone as coles of kmde
Haue warmed him to do
The felly fhift of dewties dole
Which him belongeth to :

His hen ftraight way him hates,
And flieth farre him fro,
And clofe conueis hir eggs from him,
As from hir mortal foe.

As fone as me hath hatcht,

Hir little yong ones runne,

For feare their dame Ihould feme them efte,

As Progne had begonne.

And rounde about the fields
The furious father flies,
To feke his fonne, and filles the ayre
With loude lamenting cries.